
The Chronicle TJtftme 
Titter Pifioll, the French men, and the Fey: 

Fiji. Eyld cor, cy Id cur, 

French. O Monfire, ic vous en pree aues petiedc may’ 
Ptjl. Moy fhall notferue./willhauc forticraoys. 

Boy aske him his name. - ^ : ’ 

JSpj. Cpmantettcsvous apellcs? 

French. Monficr Fer. 

Bey. He files his name is Matter Fer. 

Ptjl. 71c Fer him,and ferir him,andfetkc hitnS 
Boy difeus the fame in French. 

Boy. Sir I do not knovvjwhatsFrench 
Forfer/erit and fearkt. 

Ptfl, Bid him prepare, for I vvil cut his throate. 

Boy. Feate,vou prcat.id voulles coupele volte gagfc 

Pttf. Onyemafoy couple la gorge, 

Vnlettethou giue to me egregious raunfome,dye. 

On c poy ntof a foxe, 

French. Qui die ill monfiere. 

111 ditye fi vou ny. vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. Lagran ! ranfome,d! voutueres. 

French. O lee vousenpri petfit gcntclhome, parte 
A cec.grap jcapataine,pour auez mercie 

A moy ,ey I ee donerees pour mon ranfome 

Cwquante ocns.le fuyes vngcntclhornc dc France, 

Pitt. What ftyes hdboy* • h ‘ • "f 

r Boy. M arry fir hefay es,he is a Gentleman ofa g*ai 
Houfe,of franceund for his ranfome, 

He will siue you 500. cro wnes. 

Pift. M y fur> fhall abate, 

And l the Crovvnes will take. 

And as i fuck blood, l will foinc niercie fhew. 

Follow me cur, £x itomneu 

Enter the King and his Nobles, Piftoll. 

King- What the French retire J y (( 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry V (STC 22289 ) LONDON 


of Henry the fift. 

Yet allis not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

' Exe. The Duke of Torke commends him to your Graced 
Kwg* Liues he good Vncklc,twifc I fawc him downe, 
Twifevpagaine: 

From helmet fo the fpurre,all bleeding ore- 
Exe. In whicharay-braue fouldier dothhc lyc, 

Larding the plaines.and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake fellow to his honour dying wounds,. 

The noble Earle of SuJJolky alfo ly es. 

Suffolk? firft dy de,and Forked 1 hatted ore; 

Comes to him where ki blood he lay ttccpt. 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the gallics 
That bloodily did yane vpon his face, 

Andcryde aloud, tary dearc coufin Snffolke: 

My foulc ll»U thine keep company in heauen: 

T ary deare foulc awhile, then flieto reft: 

And in this glorious and well foughttn field. 

We kept togither in our chiualdry. 

Vpon ihefe words I came and chcerd them vp,, 

He tooke me by the hand, laid dcaremy Lord* 

Commend my feruiceco my foucraigne. 

So did he tUtne,andoucr Suffelkgs necke 

He threw his wounded arme,and fo efpoufed to death, 

With blood he fealed. An argument . 

Ofneuer ending loue.The preticand fweet manerof it, 
Fortt thofe waters from roe,which I. would haUC ttopt, 

But I not fo much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to tcares. 

Km. 1 blame you not : for hearing you, 

I mutt conuett to teares, 

tyiUmm foundes. 

What new alarum is this i 

Bid euery fou Idler kill his prifoncr, 

Etfi. Coupjc gorge, v Exit ernes, 

Enter 


